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      I’m old enough to be her father and am a lifelong confirmed bachelor, but after one night with her, all that is about to change.

      

      Boone Wilson

      Instead of building my forever with a conventional family, I’ve dedicated my life to being the best father possible to the son I had way too early in life. Now that he’s grown, I’m giving all I can to my job. I make a construction site run smoothly and can build anything with a couple of pieces of wood and my imagination.

      My world is small and calm. That’s how I like it. Until Alexis Monroe barrels her way into my peaceful existence and turns it upside down.

      

      Alexis Monroe

      Since graduating from college, I’ve been hustling, trying to make a dent in the crippling student-loan debt I’ve accumulated. Just when I think I’m about to hit major burnout, Boone Wilson walks into the bar where I sling drinks.

      His swagger and quiet self-assuredness are a flame that draws me to him.

      All I can do now is try not to get burned.

      

      The Broken Falls Series is a new small-town, steamy, blue-collar romance series set in the fictional town of Broken Falls, WV, from USA Today and Wall Street Journal bestselling author Laramie Briscoe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          Alexis

        

      

    

    
      “Do you even know what pressure-treated plywood is? I bet you don't. You probably got your job here because of the size of your chest.” The son of a bitch at my register runs his credit card for the purchase.

      I need this job. I have student loans to pay. I need this job. I have a car payment. I need this job. I have to eat.

      Pasting a smile on my face, I tilt my head and twirl a piece of the long hair around my finger. I wish I had a piece of gum in my mouth to pop so I could complete the vision of the blonde bimbo. “Something to do with it being treated so it won't rot, right?”

      “Something like that, sweetheart. They'll load it for me?”

      “Sure will. Have a great day,” I say, pouring on the cheer before he leaves my register.

      When I notice who is behind him, my mouth goes dry and my stomach gets jumpy. Ever see a man who just does it for you? That's who this guy is. He started coming in a month ago, and while he's almost old enough to be my dad, he hits every single one of my buttons. The green eyes, the black hair with a teeny bit of gray at the temples, the strong forearms and rough hands—they’re all proof that he’s a hard worker who will no doubt do whatever it takes to provide for his family. A trait that's really attractive to me.

      “What a dick,” he mumbles as he sets his purchases on the counter. He raises an eyebrow. “I can't believe you didn't tell him to go fuck himself.”

      Just hearing the man say “fuck” does crazy things to my girly bits. I wonder how he says it with a woman underneath him or on top of him. If I were the type of woman who felt comfortable enough to proposition a man, this man would be the one.

      I laugh, rolling my eyes. “Unfortunately, I need this job. If I were in any position to tell him that, I would. Trust me.”

      I ring up his items, trying not to pay attention to the way the black T-shirt under his unbuttoned long-sleeved red flannel shirt kisses his hips. I can’t help myself—I lick my lips. I would do so many things to him if this register weren’t in the way.

      “Hey, Lex, eyes up here,” he says, his deep voice cutting through my thoughts.

      “Sorry, what?” I'm dazed.

      “Are you bartending tonight?” His green eyes sparkle above his short dark beard.

      “I am. Seven till close. Your total is twenty-five even.” I manage to put everything in a bag without embarrassing myself.

      He hands me the money, letting his touch linger against my skin. “See you there tonight, then, lollipop.” He grins, deep grooves in his cheeks exposing what would be dimples if his beard didn't cover them up.

      I blow out a breath, feeling it push my bangs up off my forehead. The other day, he came in to pick up an order, and I had a sucker in my mouth. It was my lunch because I’d woken up too late to grab anything else. Since then, he’s mentioned it more than once, even when he’s seen me at the bar.

      “Are you ever going to let me forget that?” I ask.

      He looks around the empty store then leans against the counter and motions for me to come closer. I do as he asks, knowing my tank top pulls tight and that, with a flick of his eyes, he'll be able to see right down the gap.

      “Not a chance” he says. “I still think about it. The way you swirled your tongue around the tip and then closed your eyes, savoring the taste? Gets me there every time.”

      Holy. Fuck. Is he masturbating to the thought of me?

      A throat clears behind him, and we break apart. Someone else is waiting to be checked out.

      “See you tonight.” I wave.

      “You can count on it.”

      As he leaves, I watch his ass in those well-worn jeans. Then I turn back to the customer. But the rest of the day, my mind is busy wondering what that man does when he's thinking of me and—more importantly—which hand he uses to get off.
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        * * *

      

      When I get dressed for my second job, I typically don't overthink it. I opt for comfort, and nine times out of ten, I don't take a shower when I get home from my first job. Tonight, though, I've taken a shower, shaved, and tidied up everything. Because Boone Wilson will be swinging by, I've decided to make an effort.

      Since graduating from college three months ago, I've struggled to find a job in my chosen field, and finances are rougher than they were when I was a student. Back then, I was able to supplement my income by working as a research assistant and using my cafeteria pass to eat. None of that is available now that I'm supposed to be fending for myself. It's crazy that no one ever prepares us for these in-between times when we don't know when we'll be able to put our degree to use and are struggling to find our footing in the world. I'm lucky to live in this apartment over the bar, but it's only because my family owns it. If it weren't for that, I'd be up shit creek, no doubt about it.

      “Are you coming down here anytime soon?” my brother, Justin, yells up the stairs from the landing where the bar and my apartment meet. There may as well not be a door closing me off from the rest of the bar, considering how thin mine is.

      “When I feel like it,” I sass back at him. I'm doing my best to put a few curls in my hair, although given the humidity of the place when it's packed, I’m pretty sure it'll fall before I see Boone.

      “I have a date, and I'm not gonna be able to help you tonight. I need you to come take over.” His annoyed tone travels up the stairway.

      I roll my eyes. He sounds like he's about to stomp his damn foot. “I'm sure one of the other bartenders can hold the fort down for five minutes, Justin. Give me a break.”

      “They have to cook. The new guy called in.”

      I drop the curling wand, making a face in the mirror. “He's been here for a week, and he already called in?”

      “His kid is sick. Are you coming down here or not?”

      Not doing anything in a hurry, I patiently curl a few more pieces. “Two minutes. Leave me alone so I can finish getting ready.”

      He sighs heavily. “Gonna make me late.”

      “Don't care.”

      I'm wearing a pair of cutoff jean shorts that show the pockets, Britney circa 2010, along with a black tank top. My best green push-up bra, to match his eyes, is showing just over the edges. Tonight, my makeup is slightly darker than normal, and with the curled pieces of hair, I look as if I just rolled out of bed after having a good time. Finally, I add a layer of lip gloss.

      The only thing I'm practical about tonight is my shoes. A pair of Converse encase my feet. They're my favorite and are worn in enough so that my arches won’t be killing me by the end of this shift, which will allow me to continue to stand at my day job.

      Once I'm done tying the laces, I head down. I spot Justin behind the bar. He gives me a pointed look, and I flip him off. I'm short enough that I can bend under the bar instead of having to lift the service-station area. Once there, I grab an apron and carefully tie it around my waist.

      Justin blows out a breath. “Can I go?”

      “Yes…” I let the word drag out. “Be back in time to help me close.”

      “Good luck with that,” he mumbles as he throws his apron down and heads out like his heels are on fire.

      He's gonna make me do it by myself, but as I see Boone walk in, I have a thought that maybe it won't be so bad to be alone tonight after closing. Maybe I'll get lucky and have a little help. Boone’s green eyes meet mine, and judging by the shock of electricity that jolts through my body, chances are good. He licks his lips when those eyes of his lower to my chest.

      Scratch that. Chances are fucking great.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          Boone

        

      

    

    
      When I enter Monroe's, my son and his friends are sitting at one table, and Alexis is behind the bar. She's moving from one end to the other, keeping track of the orders from the patrons sitting along the line of stools. Although it's a Wednesday night, the place is still crowded.

      I'm torn about who I want to go to first. My decision is made for me when my son, Abel, waves me over. He is both the greatest gift and the biggest mistake of my life. If it were up to me now, I would have been older than fifteen when I had him. He wasn’t planned, but that's the funny thing about life—it happens, no matter what our plans are.

      “Dad.” He slaps me on the back. “How ya doin', old man?”

      I pull out a chair and give him a grin. “Still making it. Don't know how I'm managing to walk with my old-man body, but here we are.”

      He grins back at me. My God, he looks like I did at his age—although at his age, I had a ten-year-old.

      “Are you working with us tomorrow?” he asks, taking a swallow from the amber bottle of beer.

      Barrett hands me my a beer, and I take a swig. “Maybe. It depends on what the other crew has gotten done. I might have to make some heads roll or kick some ass on the third crew. Y'all work well by yourselves and don't need a lot of supervision. Thank you for that, by the way.”

      Abel tilts his beer bottle down to mine. “I kinda know what's going to happen if I don't make you proud. You'll kick my ass from here to the Atlantic. I make it a point to never piss you off.”

      “Thank God for that.” I glance back at the bar. Whoever she was waiting on previously is now gone. “I'm gonna go get a shot. Anybody want a round?”

      “If you're buying,” Barrett and Jasper say at the same time. I often joke that they share a brain.

      “You know I'm buying,” I grumble as I slide out of the chair and amble up to the bar.

      The fact is, I see these twentysomethings as my surrogate kids. They've all been around since Abel was five years old, and they've stayed friends since. Tonight, there are three of them here, so they should be easy to control. Totally different from when all of them are together.

      When I get up to the bar, I wait patiently for Alexis to notice me. Taking a seat on one of the stools, I admire the craftsmanship of the bar top. There's no telling how old this thing is. I know for sure the bar has been here for at least thirty years. It's been stripped and refinished a few times, even once by me. There are dents and scratches, but no one has damaged it enough to take a hunk out of it.

      “Can I get you something?” Her voice is husky and full of innuendo as she leans her elbows against the scarred wood, giving me an unobstructed view of her tits. I appreciate that more than I can say.

      “Hey.” I smile. “Busy night?” I look around. The bar is about halfway to capacity, but given the number of bodies that have come in since I got here, it's bound to fill up quickly.

      “Nothing I can't handle so far, but Justin is supposed to come help me close. I'm not holding my breath.”

      Running a hand along my chin, I give her a look of annoyance. “Sounds like your dad needs to have a talk with him.”

      She throws her head back, laughing. The way her throat moves up and down gives me thoughts of how she would look if she was swallowing my cock. “He's talked to Justin. Right now, he's more interested in what kind of women he can date and how much ass he can get than helping to improve the family business.” She sighs. “But that's neither here nor there. What can I get for you?”

      “If you're not on the menu…”

      Lex leans in closer, crooking her finger at me. I do as she asks, hunching forward so I can hear her through the loud noise of the bar. “I could be on the menu but only for you. Stick around after closing?”

      I have to work in the morning, and it's on the tip of my tongue to ask for a rain check, but then I realize how fucking old that makes me sound. If I have to be tired on the job site tomorrow, then so be it. I'll do whatever it takes to spend the evening with her.

      “Whatever you want. Totally your decision, and know if it doesn't feel right later, you can tell me to leave.”

      Her face brightens, and a smile spreads across her lips. “Look at you being progressive.”

      “Always have been, lollipop. Can I get four shots of tequila?”

      “Trying to get the broken boys drunk?”

      This time, I throw my head back, laughing. The guys have been called that since their days on the football team. They definitely leaned into it as they grew in popularity and even when they came back from college and went to work here, in town.

      “I think it's gonna take more than one shot for those boys to get drunk, but I offered to buy, and they took me up on it.”

      “Of course they did,” she says.

      I watch as she grabs four shot glasses, lines them up on the bar top, and then picks up a bottle of tequila. I've never seen her be super flashy, but she throws it up in the air and catches it with the flick of a wrist before pouring all four shots in a row.

      “Twenty even.” She puts the bottle back down.

      I take thirty dollars out of my wallet and slide it across to her. “Keep the change. See ya later.”

      Carrying the shots back to the table, I can feel her gaze burning a hole in my T-shirt. After setting the shots down, I pull the chair out, making sure to flex my muscles a little more than needed. When I glance up at her, she's watching, and if I'm not mistaken, she's very appreciative.
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        * * *

      

      The bar scene has never really been where I excel, but I'm making do. Over the last hour, my son and his friends have left, causing me to move from the more comfortable chairs at the tables to the harder ones up at the bar. The label on my bottle is soaked with condensation, making part of it start to peel. I've been nursing it for well over an hour. Judging by the weight as I tip it back, this is my last drink. There’s still a lot left, and if I’m not actively drinking, there’s no reason to purchase another.

      “You need another one?” Lex asks.

      “Not if I wanna be able to drive home later.” I tilt the side of my mouth up.

      She glances around, lifting her eyes up to the clock over the bathrooms in the back. “There's only five people here besides you. I'm closing an hour early, and I've texted Justin that I don't need his help.” She winks.

      That wink goes straight through my body to a place I shouldn't entertain yet
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